He was educated at Eton and the Royal Military College,
added to which he was extremely goodlooking and had
tremendous charm. He brought the first touch of true
romance into my life and we had to fall in love with each
other. Nothing could have been more natural or instinctive.

Some nights after the play Philip would come and fetch
me and we would join a private party over at Rule's, the
famous little restaurant in Maiden Lane, which plays such
an interesting part in the theatrical history of London, just
as the Cheshire Cheese in Fleet Street has always been
associated with the literary and legal gentlemen of the city.
The walls of Rule's were lined with signed photographs
of actors and actresses, boxing champions^ cabinet ministers,
and racing figures, and the furnishings were still the same
red-plush, gilt chairs, china-globed chandeliers, and marble
busts of Shakespeare and Sir Beerbohm Tree. The
waiters were like "family retainers." They had served
generations of British men of note. The place was just the
same as when Edward VII, then Prince of Wales, had given
supper parties to Lily Langtry in the private room upstairs.
This was the room in which we had our parties, and our
young Prince of Wales sat where his grandfather had sat,
enjoying our gay chatter and the music, which came from
the same old phonograph with its cylindrical records which
stood on a marble pedestal in the corner.

One of the first things I did when I reached London in
the summer of 1944 wras to walk through Maiden Lane to
see if Rule's was still standing. It was, and my heart bounded
with joy that the Germans had not blasted that little bit of
the past into dust and ashes. The place was closed and care-
fully shuttered. But the building was intact. It waited, as
so many places in London seemed to wait, for England's